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Hydrangeai(I'll keep you from falling) 


by Madameonyx 


Summary 


Money is not everything. Just because you have lots of cash and can buy anything does 
not mean your life will be fulfilled. But the drugs will tell Axel otherwise and when he 
wants to stop, he finds that he needs something that not even his pals can offer him. 


God Has Failed Me 


Why are they all screaming? What the hell is screaming going to do? It's gonna make me bash my 
head in, is what it's going to do! Axel clutches his head and continues to hide his face in his knees. 
All this screaming and shouting is not helping. The Ifrit is wearing off and a big headache is 
looming along with a lot of anger. All this loud noise is only making Axel want to kill everyone in 
this damn room if they don't shut up! Why can't they see that? 


" Let God cleanse your soul Axel! Let Him push Satan from your soul! " the pastor shouts as if 
his very words can make everything better. But Axel knows that the devil is doing nothing. Hell 
he wishes that the devil was actually to blame, maybe then things could be fixed. Maybe then he 
could kick this stuff and start down the road to recovery. But that would never happen. If God 
was real then he obviously did not give two fucks about Axel which is why he does not 
understand why he let Miranda bring him here. 


"You can do it Axel. " Miranda's voice is filled encouragement but that only makes him want to 
get away even more. He clutches his head even tighter as that headache pulls closer to the front. 
Miranda's voice is mixed in with the spirited shouts of the congregation and that makes it worst. 
Axel suddenly wants to reach out and rip her throat out as well. Their incessant shouting is not 
helping. 


" Ax-strong! " Miranda's voice cuts in and out. Axel knows what that means. 


A spark of hope shines inside of him as the sound of rushed whispering fills his ears. A smile 
creeps onto Axel's face as he peeks out from between his fingers. Black wisps of what look like 
smoke dance around him and Axel wants to make them hurry up. But suddenly Axel starts to 
consider enjoying the moment, not rushing it. In the moment the looming headache is kept at bay 
and his extreme desire to hurt everyone around him is washed away. Yes, this is wonderful. 
Everything is being washed away. Axel can feel himself losing concern with the smallest of 
woes. The all to familiar feeling of apathy is seeping into his brain. 


Acid green eyes see that the world is steadily losing it's color. The white of the church walls are 
draining, their white color still keeping, but losing that brightness along with everything else in the 
room. The bright and erratic colors of the dresses around him die. Plants are getting the green of 
their leaves sucked out only to be replaced with a dark gray. Everything that had color is getting 
dressed in gray scale coat. It's amazing. Axel finds himself saying into the growing quietness of 
his mind. 


" Axel? Are-right?-sick. " Miranda's voice is becoming choppy and deep. There is white noise 
playing in his ears as it drowns their voices, reducing them to nothing but dull sounds coming 
from their mouths. Axel blinks and then the voices around him are incomprehensible. The process 
is almost complete. Axel starts to look around at the walls and catches sight of what he is looking 
for. 


White cracks craw] about the matching walls, each crack emitting a bright white light. Axel blinks 
again and the cracks grow bigger and reach farther. Another blink and this time the glowing 
cracks are no longer restricted to the walls. There are rips in the chairs. Someone's dress has a long 
thin crack leading down past the long hem and onto the floor. A particularly big one on everyone's 
face disrupts their facial features. It is like some took a knife tore down the middle of their faces 
but instead of blood there were blinding cracks. 


" My world is shattering. " the words escape Axel's mouth but he barely notices " I'm...saved. " he 
giggles as he finally white dominates his vision. 


Once upon a time Axel used to grow disoriented by the powerful white room but now he no 
longer shies away from it when he comes to. 


Their are only two people in Where Nothing Gathers. Himself and a smaller person who has 
decided to rest their head on the arm of their white throne. Axel can not tell who they are because 
the hood is raised on the already obscuring black coat. Not a problem though. Axel is here to let 
his mind breath without that bogyman of a drug posing a possible distraction. He looks down. All 
of the thrones are high off the ground so much that Axel does not think he would want to fall off. 
He knows that other people come here. This was his fourth time here. The first time there had 
almost been a full occupancy. Only two people had been missing. 


Axel remembers Xigbar's words. " This place is where people like us go when our minds and 
hearts can't take reality. Sometimes it's just too much...and we need a break." He'd never thought 
to ask the man why there are only thirteen seats or why they were all alleviated at different 
heights. What Axel did know was that everyone had their own seat. You always end up in the 
same seat as before. 


Axel stares at the heightest seat and briefly wonders who that one belongs to before turning his 
attention back to the other person here. They are awake, as Axel can tell by their gloved fingers 
absently drumming the side of their chair. He wonders if he should start a conversation. Xigbar 
had also told him that no one could hear a conversation that the speakers did not want them to hear 
but if you threw your intent of conversation toward them then they could respond back. 


" Hey. " Axel says into the silence. The other person does not respond. Axel decides to try again. 
" Hello. " 


This time the person straightens up but just as they do black wisps dance around them and they 
disappear into a mass of darkness that quickly dissipates. 


A pinch of hurt flashes inside of Axel but he quickly brushes it away. He is here to get some 
peace of mind before he goes back. He needs to get a plan going. 


I Saw An Angel Today 


Chapter Summary 


A boy that looks familiar. Axel can't help but feel a connection to the young stranger. 


Was this happening? This can not be happening! Axel pulled the last neatly folded short from it's 
drawer, throwing it across the room only for it to land on the lamp shade. The inside of the drawer 
is empty. Nothing is there but Axel scratches at the wood like there is a secret compartment in the 
bottom or something. Things are bad. Tings are really bad. He's checked all of his hiding spots. 
Could Miranda have found them and thrown them away to spite him? " No! Of course not! " Axel 
shouts at the ceiling. He'd made sure that Miranda thought that a friend was keeping it for him. Or 
maybe she had found them. Axel shakes his head and sits down on the black sheets of his bed. 
Regardless of what had happened, now Axel was out. 


" Shit! " he shouts. A random piece of clothing catches his wrath as he grabs it and rips it in two. 
He needs his fix. Axel has gone three days without it and already he is caving. A part of him feels 
utterly sick at how the drug has him losing himself. How the drug has made him a slave. But all 
Axel has to do is take a hit of Ifrit and that self loathing part of him goes back to sleep. 


Axel cradles his bright crimson locks and starts to rock back and forth like a madman. Okay, so he 
is out. Just call Douglos and pick up a new batch. Yeah. The idea brings him some sort of hope 
and he promptly begins searching for his phone. Axel removes some clothes from atop the 
nightstand and finds his phone not where he had put it. Anger and frustration boil inside of him as 
his eyes note the empty area where his cell is supposed to be. Bright green eyes flash as he 
searches the area, refusing to give up. Then Axel stumbles upon his phone hiding between the 
nightstand and his bed. He hastily snatches it up and dials his dealer's number. 


One ring. Two. Three. Hurry up! Answer! 


" Hello? " a gruff voice answers. The person sounds tired, like they were woken up from their 
sleep. 


" Doug? " Axel's voice is shaking slightly from happiness. 
" Axel? What's up? " Doug yawns on the other side. 

" T need more. Do you have any? " Axel's tone is desperate. 
" Sorry bud. All out until Monday. " Doug grunts. 


Axel bites his lip as a string of profanities threaten to escape his mouth. Instead he just runs a hand 
through his hair and swallows, trying to call up some serenity. " Mkay. I'll call you Monday then. 
"and Axel hangs up without waiting for an answer. He tosses his phone down onto the bed and 
looks around the room. Now what is he to do? The hunger for more is still burning inside of him. 
Axel needs something else, to distract his body until the burn goes away. 


Axel promptly makes his way into the kitchen and immediately heads over to a cabinet near the 
window. He practically throws the doors open and immediately his eyes settle upon a bright green 
liquid almost the same shade of his eyes. Like a starving man Axel quickly snatches the bottle up 


and shuffles over to the black leather couch where he plops down and begins to fumble with the 
cap. Just as soon as he has the cap off he is gulping down the alcohol like it is precious water. The 
wet burn trailing down his throat and pooling into his stomach dampens the drug need but does 
not truly make it go away. Of course it won't. It never does. But at least his body isn't completely 
concentrated on it's demand for it. 


He stares at the black digital clock on the stand next to him. It is nine o' clock. Drinking at nine in 
the morning. That same part of Axel that felt disgust at his withdrawal was now feeling disgust at 
his choice of coping. Trying to push away one addiction with something that could breed another 
in no time. But the revulsion is short lived as Axel takes another swig, drowning that disgusted 
side down with the burning liquid. Axel grabs the sleek silver remote and clicks on the tv. 


A man in a suit pops up on screen. He is moving about on the stage speaking a bible verse. It 
makes Axel turn a lazy glance to the thick black book on his coffee table. Miranda had given him 
a bible when he'd went to church with her but he had barely cracked open the cover when he'd 
gone home. To busy sniffing Ifrit to even read the first letter of the word Bible. Axel takes another 
swig and this time he lets out a loud bletch. 


" If you repent, God will save you. If you give yourself over to the Holy Spirit it will heal you! " 
the preacher exclaims with much passion. It makes Axel lets out a short bark of laughter. Maybe it 
is from the alcohol or maybe it's just really funny. 


" Bullshit! " Axel shouts " The Holy Spirit or God or whoever sure loves taking their damn sweet 
time! " he gives another laugh and leans his head back. He lets his mind swirl with the influence 
of the alcohol. While the tide is pushing and pulling his mind he wonders if reality will crack this 
time. Axel stares at the grey ceiling and waits for the rushing sound that eventualy overpowers 
everything.He waits for the walls to start cracking blinding white light. He waits for reality to 
break and for his heart and mind to go to Where Nothing Gathers. " It's not gonna happen. " he 
mutters then bursts into a fit of laughter. The transition does not work like that as Xigbar had told 
him. It happens when someone needs it the most apparently but it's something only your heart and 
mind can do on their own. 


The preacher is still going on and on but it isn't enough to make him change the channel. Instead 
he gets up and goes to the bathroom. There he turns on the tap and splashes cold water onto his 
face. Once. Twice. Then he picks up his toothbrush and the toothpaste. There is an urge in him. It 
is telling him to get out. Go to a park or go to a cafe. Do something. 


When Axel goes to his room he ignores the clothes strewn around his room, making it look like a 
dump. He goes to his closet and pulls out a red shirt and black pants. Hastily Axel changes clothes 
and he heads out. 


Axel did not think of where he was going when he turned the key to start his black Prius. He 
stopped at the liquor store to get junk before heading here. He had no intention of going into the 
building to listen to a sermon. But here he was, parked in a parking space outside of a church. 


It is mostly quiet minus the music and singing coming from an open window. Most of the spaces 
are full. No one is outside except for a few people in suits talking. Axel can hear them speaking 
about a birthday party but their conversation is not enough to keep his eyes from roaming about. 
He takes a gulp of water as his gaze sweeps over a bench. The boy sitting on it almost makes him 
choke on his water. 


A strong feeling in his gut makes Axel focus on the boy. Blonde hair like wheat blows in the soft 
breeze. Big blue eyes are downcast and Axel swears that the boy looks lost. That makes another 


strange feeling dance in his gut. When the boy looks up blue eyes meet acid green and those blue 
eyes spark with something. Axel can't tell what but whatever it is, it makes him smile. The boy 
then casts his gaze back down to the ground. No! Don't look away! Axel finds himself reaching to 
open the door. He unbuckles his seat belt and gets out. A feeling of urgency rises in him for some 
reason. The boy is going nowhere so what is he feeling rushed for? 


Axel walks at an easy pace even though that feeling of urgency is screaming at him. He doesn't 
want to seem to weird. The sudden thought of scaring the boy away makes some part of him feel 
uneasy. Scared? 


" Uh, is this seat taken? " Axel asks when he reaches the bench. The boy looks at him for a 
moment with those big blue eyes before shrugging. Axel sits down. 


" Couldn't stand those boring sermons? " Axel grins in an attempt to start up a conversation. The 
boy just shrugs again. The expression on his face makes a part of Axel ache but he pushes on. 


" [ didn't come here with anyone. " he answers quietly while continuing to look downcast. 


" You're not missing anything. " Axel smiles as he lounges back on the bench. It's all just 
hysterical sermons aimed toward people who are just desperate to accept a truth. To feel like they 
are apart of something bigger then themselves, though Axel could not blame them for that last 
part. 


Axel looks over and that sad lonesome expression on the kid's face only bothers him more now. " 
So are you just people watching then? " 


" Yeah, I guess. " the kid mutters and looks at Axel's car. 


Axel lets out a heavy sigh. This is getting him nowhere. Just then a loud bell rings, like the one 
he'd hear on a bicycle. The kid looks over and Axel follows. It's an ice cream cart. " Want one? " 
The offer makes the boy look up at Axel in surprise but he nods anyway. Axel gets up and runs 
toward the vendor. 


" Hello. " his green eyes scan the available items on the list. " Two sea salts please. " Axel hands 
him the money and the man pulls out two blue wrappers with ice cream. " Thanks. Keep the 
change. " Axel says before running back toward the kid. 


" Here you are." Axel hands the boy an ice cream. 

" Thanks...um " the kid takes the ice cream while prompting Axel to introduce himself. 
" Axel. " he replies and suddenly the boy smiles. The reaction makes Axel's heart skip. 
" Roxas. " the boy speaks softly. 

"No problem Roxas. " Axel smiles and sits back down. 


The two eat their ice cream in relative silence, the only sounds being from them biting into their 
bars. A feeling of peace washes over Axel like a soothing wave and as he leans over Axel is 
reminded of a dream he had last night. It had the same feel as this. 


" Are you here for church? " Roxas suddenly asks to which Axel shakes his head. 
" [ just got in my car and ended up here. " it is Axel's turn to shrug. 


More silence. Axel takes another bite of his ice cream. " Normally kids your age would be off 


with friends. Not hanging around some old church. " Axel can feel some melted ice-cream try to 
trail down the corner of his mouth. He wipes it away. 


" T don't have any friends. " Roxas swallows his mouthful " Well, not outside of online chat 
rooms. " 


A prick of sadness hits Axel. That was unfortunate for Roxas. He didn't seem like the kind of kid 
to be bad or anything. " What chat room are you on? " the question slips out before Axel can 
catch it. He is bewildered at first, why would the chat room be any of his business?, but brushes 
the feeling away. 


" It's called Datascape. " Roxas pulls out his phone and scrolls a few times before holding it up so 
Axel can see. The interface is white with a black and white checker border. There is an input box 
at the bottom. At the top left Axel notices the words 'Key of Destiny' with the word ‘log out’ next 
to it in smaller letters. His screen name probably. Axel makes a mental note before Roxas pulls his 
phone away. " I prefer that to Facebook. " Roxas smiles as he puts his phone back into his pocket 
" Facebook seems so hectic, you know?" Roxas looks into Axel's green eyes as he nibbles on his 
sea salt ice cream. 


Axel himself never thought much of Facebook let alone social networking in general outside of 
texting. His best friend Demyx had tried to get him to make a Facebook account but Axel deleted 
it after the first day. He didn't care to log on and see what everyone else was doing. All those 
random friend requests got on his nerves. Some part of Axel likes that he and Roxas agree on it. " 
Yeah. What is up with those status updates? I'm going to the store. I'm going to Disneyland. " 
Axel rolls his eyes as Roxas laughs " Who wants to know about your every move? " he snorts. 


Loud coughing makes Axel notice Roxas look to the side. He tracks Roxas's blue eyes to a group 
of teens huddled together. Axel recognizes the smell of weed. He also notices Roxas's smile drop 
and be replaced with a frown. The boy's soft features are scrunched up in a disgusted scowl. Axel 
feels that it does not belong there. Such a sweet face should not show such an ugly expression. " 
Why can't they do that somewhere else? It's gross. " Roxas growls before biting down on the rest 
of his ice cream bar. 


"Yeah. Some people don't care where they do it. " Axel replies, his tone is low and laced with 
guilt. He is the pot calling the kettle black. Those kids are doing something small compared to 
Axel. Just thinking about it makes an itch rise in Axel, a reminder that even though the hankering 
is muted for now it is still here. 


" [ don't get how people can do drugs you know? " Roxas continues to frown at the ground. Axel 
shifts in his seat, a bit uncomfortable from the sudden subject. 


" It makes some people feel good. Sometimes...you need an escape. " Axel explains and mentally 
kicks himself at how he is defending such a destructive lifestyle. 


" Yeah but, there are others to go about that. Other ways that don't have you passed out in an alley 
way. " Roxas argues. 


Axel laughs and finishes off the rest of his ice cream. " Kid, how many movies have you been 
watching? " Axel tosses the sticky popsicle stick into the trash can. 


" It's true. " Roxas insists " I've seen guys do that kind of stuff. They get messed up and act like 
jerks when they use it. " Axel can sense the disapproval in Roxas's voice. Even though Roxas has 
no idea that Axel partakes in Ifrit usage or in any drug use for that matter, the older guy somehow 
feels dirty. Why? This kid doesn't know me. I don't know him. He's just some pipsqueak I'm hitting 
it off good with. Suddenly Axel feels bad. Being next to Roxas makes him feel wrong. Axel gets 


up. 


" Sorry to cut the conversation short kid but I gotta get to work. " Axel starts walking back to his 
car" Nice talking to you. " and Axel turns an almost shy eye back to the blonde and offers a 
smile. 


" Oh. Um, okay. " Roxas responds confused " Thanks for the ice cream Axel. " Roxas smiles at 
him. Axel nods and quickly walks to his car. He opens up the door and gets in before quickly 
starting his car and pulling out. He looks back one last time and sees Roxas's blue eyes staring. 
Axel notes how that lost expression from before is gone. A rush of images hit Axel. 


He is sitting on a ledge, legs dangling. The black hood of his coat rustles slightly as he laughs. It 
is cool and Axel is relishing the taste of sweetness and saltiness on his tongue. A soft laugh sounds 
from beside him. Axel turns and smiles at the blonde haired boy who looks just like Roxas. He too 
is enjoying an ice cream bar. A warm feeling fills Axel and he feels alive. He feels true. 
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